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Lunedi ando da Martedi
perch* andasse da Mercoledi
per sapere da Giovedi
se Venerdi aveva inteso
da Sdbato che Domenica era festa !
This is the translation :
Monday went to Tuesday
asking it to go to Wednesday
to find out from Thursday
whether Friday had heard from
Saturday that Sunday was a feast day !
A very strange thing happened to me at this time ;
but to make the reader realise the curious coincidence
which led up to a rather extraordinary theory, on
the part of several who know me, I must return for
a brief moment to my childhood. My parents and
I used to often stay for a few days in Florence, on
our return to Rome from London and Paris. We
had many friends and relations there as, in the past,
a Nobili of Florentine origin married a Vitelleschi,
and to this day every Vitelleschi bears the name
Nobili. Much as I loved staying in different places,
and seeing fresh faces, the one town in the world
I loathed was Florence. As soon as we arrived there,
I was seized with the most terrible depression and
terror. I appreciated and valued the beauty of all
the things around me, but nothing could shake
off my inexplicable fear. At night I could not sleep,
and often my nurse sat beside me an hour or so,
trying to calm me. She endeavoured in vain to
discover the origin of my fear; but I could not
explain, as I did not know myself. By the time we